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Backstage Horror 


James harmlessly walked around the corner of a hallway in the backstage area Metallica had played two hours 
on stage, as usual, then an encore for half an hour. And James was very satisfied with their show. Everybody 


had given his very best, including Lars. He hadn't missed a beat, not even as the band had played "Green Hell". 


James was the first who had finished showering after the show, and he felt good. His long blond mane still was 
a little wet, also as usual. But now he slightly craved a little for a beer, or two. Or three. But he was sober 
for more than a year now and he didn't want to risk a relapse. His lover wouldn't have hesitated to throw him 


out of their house - and his life. 


Life was very much better without alcohol, and James didn't miss his weekly AA-meeting, not even on tour in 


another city or country. He didn't mind if he didn't speak the language of said country because he just wanted 


to feel the safety and support of those meetings. 


Now he preferred to wander around backstage after a show to burn off his post-show energy. No need to get 


drunk. 


Lars wanted to throw a Halloween party in his and Kirk's suite in their hotel, but James wasn't much 
interested. He wanted to stay in his own suite - with his lover. The sex after a good show always was great, 


especially without being drunk. 


The hallway James now had entered was semi-dark and there were no other people to see. James didn't mind. 
He wanted to stay alone for a while, and he didn't need much light in the backstage hallways he used to wander 


around. Some darkness felt good, too. 


But as he had reached the end of the hallway and had turned around the corner he perceived a motionless tall 
figure standing in the shadows of the end of the hallway. A VERY tall figure, to be precise. James immediately 
stopped walking and tried to get a proper look at the guy, narrowing his eyes. 


All of a sudden the tall guy started to move, and slowly and soundlessly walked along the hallway in James’ 
direction. James wanted to turn around because the guy looked weird, but suddenly froze in place as the guy 


came nearer and nearer. Then James got it who the extremely tall guy was. 


It was Gene Simmons from KISS. 


Gene wore his stage demon's outfit and demonic makeup. But his platform boots seemed to be much higher 
than usual, and there were much more dangerously looking thorns all over the black leather outfit. And he 
didn't talk. This was very weird and strange because Gene used to talk everybody into a coma if he got the 


chance. 


James was out of words, too. He slightly wondered about Gene being there because KISS hadn't been an opener 
for Metallica's show. So, what was he doing here, wearing his demonic stage outfit, blood running out of his 
mouth, tripping down on the black leather and to the floor. 


As Gene slowly came nearer, James suddenly was gripped by a sense of horror. Shivers ran through his body. 


There was pretty too much blood than Gene used to spit out on stage as a part of KISS' show. And he still 


gave no sound. His silhouette seemed to blur, and he looked broader and taller than normally. 


This wasn't Gene. No way! 
NO WAY! 
It had to be a demon. 


Unfortunately, James didn't believe in demons, ghosts and ghouls like Kirk did. Those paranormal stories were 


nonsense. 

NONSENSE! 

Now, as the demonic looking guy nearly had reached James he started to smile. He licked his bloody lips but 
immediately more blood ran out of his mouth. His demor's eyes were black and didn't look normal and familiar 
to James. There was something cruel in them. 


Then the guy the slightly lifted his arms and James noticed the black varnished fingernails. 


But instead of the normally short fingernails of a musician there were claws. Very long claws. And they were 


bloody, too. 


To make things worse James felt caught in an icy cold mist all of a sudden. He urgently wanted to turn around 


but still was frozen in place. 
"Hey, Gene. Nice to meet you," he finally managed to croak. "What .. what are you doing here?" 
Gene cruelly smiled and reached out for James. Blood tripped from his black claws to the floor. 


"I'm hungry and thirsty, James," he whispered. His tone was as icy cold as the look of his black eyes. "I'm VERY 
hungry and thirsty .. And you will be my second victim now." 


"Your .. your second victim?" James hoarsely asked. 

"Yes. | already have eaten Jason. He tasted good, but I'm not satisfied yet” 

James' pulse raced, and he shivered once more. But he KNEW that it had to be nonsense. Someone of 
Metallica's crew - or the real Gene Simmons - must play a nasty trick on him. James had no idea why - but 


he knew that it had to be a prank 


"Come on, Gene .. Stop .. stop doing this," he stuttered. "This isn't funny, and | don't like it .. | think ..” 


I'm not interested in what you are thinking, James," Gene coldly said. "I'm pretty sure that you'll taste good, 
too. You still are full of adrenaline, and | like that in a victim. I'm pretty sure you'll taste wonderfully. And 
maybe | don't need a third victim after | have eaten you." 

James squeaked in fear and horror. 


"Fuck, Gene, stop the shit!" he managed to call out. "I don't like it." 


"Do you really think that | am Gene? How funny. Jason just has needed ten seconds to get it who | am, and 
then he was full of adrenaline. Extremely tasty" 


Now it came clear to James that the guy who looked like Gene Simmons wasn't Gene Simmons. He was a 
monster from hell. A demon. 


In an instant James regretted that he hadn't listened to Kirk's telling about monsters and demons and shit like 


this. Kirk had been RIGHT. And James better had believed him. 


But it was too late now. 


The huge demon licked his bloody lips once more and reached out for James. He softly ran his black claws 
about James' face. 


"You'll taste wonderfully," he whispered. 

Something like a lightning flash shot through James’ body. 

"NO!" he yelled. "NO! Go away!" 

"| don't think that | should go away. | can smell your blood, James, and | like it," the demon whispered. 
"Yesterday I've eaten Gene Simmons. He tasted very good, too, and his stage outfit was impressing, so | 
morphed into him .. Of course, | had to do some changes because Gene has been a little too short .." 

"This is nonsense.Go away!" James shouted. Now he felt hot anger. "Leave me alone, fucker!" 

"But | don't want tpo leave you alone, James." The monster smiled. "I've decided to eat you, and | WILL eat you." 


James now breathed in a hurry and he started to sweat. 


"You better don't eat me, fucker," he desperately cried out. "| actually had a bottle of champagne and half a 


bottle of whiskey after the show .. You have morphed into Gene, asshole, and Gene never drinks alcohol, so he 


isn't used to it. If you fucker will eat or drink me, or whatever, you'll get drunk about your ass, demon or not." 


Now the demon froze in place and his black eyes stared at James without blinking. The mist around him 
seemed to get more intense. 


"Fuck," he hissed. "| haven't thought about this. Fucking fuck!" 


He slowly backed away. All of a sudden he got swallowed by the hellish mist. An instant later the mist was 


gone, too. 


James quickly turned around and ran, crying out loud while sweat and tears wetted his face. 


"James ... James wake up," a voice ordered him. Someone shook him at the shoulder. "Wake up., James. Come 


on!" 


All of a sudden James realized that he was sitting upright in a bed in a nearly dark sleeping room, still shaking 
and weeping, sweat all over his body. 


"What ... what .. has happened?" he croaked. "A demon .. there was a demon .. And he wanted to kill me. He .. 
he said that he wanted to EAT me." 


His lover - Jason - softly stroked James‘ back. 
"You just had a nightmare, baby, and as you started to cry out | had to wake you." 
"But ... but the demon .. He said that he has eaten you, too." 


"There isn't a demon who has eaten me, and there never has been such a demon. You had a nightmare, James. 


Everything is okay," Jason softly told him. "It just has been a nightmare." 
He paused for a moment while he still stroked James’ back. 


"But we shouldn't have watched the KISS show yesterday evening. The show really has been really bad, and 
fucking Gene Simmons has played his fucking bass like a completely untalented beginner .. Awful." 


